NOMAD                               215

" Mudawwara is south-east from here/' I said.
" No water that way."
" But we've got water in the skins."
1' The water's finished.   Or almost finished/'
The plain ended in a narrow tongue of ground. From
the tip of this we beheld a different world.   We were
standing on the edge of the high limestone desert.   A
thousand feet below us, through a great, red gorge, we
could see the sandstone desert sparkling in the sunshine
with scarlet and orange rocks rising abruptly,  like
giants, from the yellow sea of sand.   It was brilliantly
unreal, like a country of dreams.

To spare Ashwa, who was stumbling with fatigue, I
walked down the gorge, past clear-cut changes of strata
in the cliff-side. An hour later we reached a wadi
carpeted with white and pink crocuses. I looked at the
map. To my joy the wadi was marked. I called out to
Sudan as casually as I could: " This is the Wadi Hafir,
isn't it?"

"Yes, Bek."

I looked at the map again. I had known this would
happen if we kept moving west. Mudawwara was sixty
miles away.

" We're nearer to Rumm than Mudawwara."

" Oh, no, Bek.   Rumm is far away."

" Not so far as Mudawwara," I said. " What about
stopping for some tea and some food ? "

'' Not yet. We have no water. When we get to water
we should stop."

"All right." I painfully shifted position in the
saddle.

When we had been riding for five hours without a
halt, I began to grow restive.

"Where is this water?"